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Amid his household gods bo bide 
And relico culled from fi rand wide. 
Lhis Cook is his on whom you look, 
or Seotf his graving tackle took. 
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THE NEW TIMON AND 


THE POETS: 


BY 


ALFRED TENNYSON, D.C.L. 


WITH OTHER OMITTED 


EOC VES. 


PRIVATELY PRINTED, 


1876. 
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NO MORE. 
Ou sad Wo More.! Oh sweet Wo Mores 
Oh strange No More ! 
By a moss’d brook-bank on a stone 


I smelt a wildweed-flower alone ; 


There was a ringing in my ears, 


. 


And both my eyes gush’d out with ‘tears. 
Surely all pleasant things had 
Low-buried fathom-deep beneath with thee 

No More! 


TATA 
Fer Tata reiabrersseyee TL Tag ieleitd Pied ARMOR) TL Ler Sire al SPP EL TSO Tad ohh ofits Re ith 


Se ee ee 


mate 


Sots Se SITET IIS GT Se 


Sette 


AON AGG RIA OUN 1 TC 
WiTH roses musky-breathed, 
And drooping daffodilly, 

And silver-leaved lily, 

And ivy darkly-wreathed, 

I wove a crown before her 
For her I love so dearly, 

A garland for Lenora. 

With a silken cord I bound it. 
Lenora, laughing clearly 

A light and thrilling laughter, 


About her forehead wound it, 


And loved me ever after. 
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WHERE Is the Giant of the Sun, which stood 
In the mid-noon the glory of old Rhodes, ae 
A perfect Idol with profulgent brows 
Far-sheening down the purple seas to those 
Who sail’d from Mizraim underneath the star 
Named of the dragon—and between whose limbs 
Of brassy vastness broad-blown Argosies 
Drave into haven? Yet endure unscathed 
Of changeful cycles the great Pyramids 
Broad-based amid the fleeting sands, and sloped 
Into the slumbrous summer-noon, but where, 
Mysterious Egypt, are thine obelisks 
Graven with gorgeous emblems undiscern’d ? 
Thy placid Sphinxes brooding o’er the Nile? 


Thy shadowing Idols in the solitudes, 
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Thy Memnon when his 
With earliest.rays, that from his mother’s eyes 

Flow over the Arabian bay, no more 

3reathes low into the charmed ears of morn 

Clear melody flattering the crisped Nile 

By column’d Thebes, Old Memphis hath gone dow: 
The. Pharaohs are no:more : somewhere in death 
They sleep with staring eyes and gilded lips, 


Wrapt round with spiced cerements in old grots 


Rock-hewn and seal’d for ever. 
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SONNET. 


CHECK every outflash, every ruder sally 

Of thought and speech ; speak low, and give uy ee 
wholly 

Thy spirit to mild-minded Melancholy ; 

This is the place. ‘Thro’ yonder poplar alley, 

Below, the blue-green river windeth slowly, 

But in the middle of the sombre valley, 

The crisped waters whisper musically, 

And all the haunted place is dark and holy. 

The nightingale, with long and low preamble, 

Warbled from yonder knoll of solemn larches, 

And in and out the woodbine’s flowery arches 

The summer midges wove their wanton gambol, 

And all the white stemm’d pinewood slept above— 


When in this valley first I told my love. 
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SONNET. 


THERE are three things which fill my heart with sighs, 
And stéep my soul in laughter (when I view 

Fair maiden forms moving like melodies), 
Dimples, rose-lips, and eyes of any hue. 

There are three things beneath the blessed skies 
For which I live, black eyes, and brown and blue : 
I hold them all most dear; but oh! black eyes, 

I live and die, and only die for you. 

Of late such eyes look’d at me— while I mused, 

At sunset, underneath a shadowy plane, 

In old Bayona nigh the southern sea— 

From an half-open lattice look’d at mee. 

{ saw no more—only those eyes—confused 


And dazzled to the heart with glorious pain. 
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SONNET. 


Me my own Fate to lasting sorrow doometh : 
Thy woes are birds of passage, transitory : 
Thy spirit, circled with a living glory, 

In summer still a summer joy resumeth. 
Alone my hopeless melancholy gloometh, 
Like a lone cypress, thro’ the twilight hoary, 
From an old garden where no flower bloometh, 
One cypress on an inland promontory. 

But yet my lonely spirit follows thine, 

As round the rolling earth night follows day : 
3ut yet thy lights on my horizon shine 

Into my night, when thou art far away. 

tam so dark, alas! and thou so bright, 


When we two meet there’s never perfect light. 
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THE NEW TIMON, AND THE POETS. 


WE know him, out of Shakespeare’s art, 
And those fine curses which he spoke; 
The old. Timon, with his noble heart, 


That, strongly loathing, greatly broke. 


So died the Old: here comes the New. 
Regard him: a familiar face: 
I thought we knew him: What, it’s you, 


The padded man—that wears the stays— 
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Who kill’d the girls and thrill’d the boys, 


With dandy pathos when you wrote, 
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A Lion, you, that made a noise, 
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And shook a mane em papillote. 
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And once you tried the Muses too ; 


You fail’d, Sir: therefore now you turn, 
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You fall on those who are to you 


As Captain is to Subaltern, 
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But you, Sir, you are hard to please ; 
You never look but half-content : 


Nor like a gentleman at ease, 


And what with spites and what with fears, 
You cannot let a body be: 
It’s always ringing in your ears, 
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They call this man as good as me. 


What ata now to understand 
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e merits of a spotless shirt— 


A dapper boot—a little hand— 


If half the little soul is dirt ? 
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THE NEW TIMON, AND THE POETS. 


Fou talk of tinsel! why we see 
The old mark of rouge upon your cheeks. 
Fou prate of Nature! you are he 


That spilt his life about the cliques. 


A Timon you! Nay, nay, for shame : 
It looks too arrogant a jest— 
The fierce old man--to take Azs name 


You bandbox. Off, and let him rest. 
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Au, Gop! the petty fools of rhyme, 
That shriek and sweat in pigmy wars 
Before the stony face of Time, 


And look’d at by the silent stars ;— 
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That hate each other for a song, 
And do their little best to bite, 
That pinch their brothers in the throng, 


And scratch the very dead for spite ;— 


And strain to make an inch of room 
For their sweet selves, and cannot hear 


The sullen Lethe rolli ing doom 


On them and theirs, and all things here ; 
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HERE, it is here—the close of the year 

And with it a spiteful letter. 
Miy fay 
LaL 


My fame in song has done him much wrong, 


For himself has done much better. 


O foolish bard, is your lot so hard, 
If men neglect your pages P 
1 think not much of yours or of mine: 


I hear the roli of the ages. 


This fallen leaf, isn’t fame as brief? 
My rhymes may have been the stronger. 
Yet hate me not, but abide your lot: 


I last but a moment longer. 


O faded leaf, isn’t fame as brief ? 
What room is here for a hater? 
Yet the yellow leaf hates the greener leaf, 


For it hangs one moment later. 


TLintairararsr ey TLeUTeT Epes si si He 


Sojteis fatale lel it 


99h vy tet aeay SES ISIE 


eye 


Setecepe yes wy 


nae 


ON A SPITEFUL LETTER. 


Greater than I—isn’t that your cry ? 
And I shall live to see it. 
Well, if it be so, so it 1s, you know; 


And if it be so—so be it! 


O summer leaf, isn’t hfe as brief? 


But this is the time of hollies. 


And my heart, my heart is an evergreen : 


I hate the spites and the follies. 


STANZAS. 


Wurat time I wasted youthful hours, 

One of the shining winged Powers 

Show’d me vast cliffs with crowns of towers. 

As towards that gracious light I bow d, 

They seem’d high palaces and proud, Jn 


Hid now and then with sliding cloud. 


He said, ‘ The labour is not small ; 
‘Yet winds the pathway free to all :— 


‘Take heed thou dost not fear to fall !? 
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BRITONS, GUARD YOUR OWN. 


Rise, Britons, rise, if manhood be not dead ; 
The world’s last tempest darkens overhead ; 
The Pope has bless’d him ; 


The Church caress’d him ; 


He triumphs: may be, we shall stand alone: 


Britons, guard your own. 


His ruthless host is bought with plunder’d gold, 
By lying priests the peasant’s vote controll’d ; 
All freedom vanish’d, 
The true men banish’d, 
He triumphs: may be, we shall stand alone ; 


Britons, guard your own. 


Peace-lovers we—sweet Peace we all desire — 
Peace-lovers we—but who can trust a liar P— 
Peace-lovers, haters 
Of shameless traitors, 
We hate not France, but this man’s heart of stone. 


Britons, guard your own. 
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BRITONS, GUARD YOUR OWN. 


We hate not France, but France has lost her 
voice, 


This man is France, the man they call her choice, 
By tricks and spying, 
And craft and lying, 

And murder, was her freedom overthrown. 


Britons, guard your own. 


“‘Vive l’‘Empereur” may follow by and bye ; 
“God save the Queen ” is here a truer cry, 

God save the nation, 

The toleration, 
And the free speech that makes a Briton known. 


Britons, guard your own. 


Rome’s dearest daughter now is captive France, 
The Jesuit laughs, and reckoning on his chance 
Would unrelenting 
Kill all dissenting, 
Till we were left to fight for truth alone. 


Britons, guard your own. 


Call home your ships across Biscayan tides, 
To blow the battle from their oaken sides. 
Why waste they yonder 


Their idle thunder ? 


BRITONS, GUARD YOUR OWN. 


Why stay they there to guard a foreign throne ? 


Seamen, guard your own. 


We were the best of marksmen long ago, 
We won old battles with our strength, the bow. 
Now practise, yeomen, 


Like those bowmen, 
Till your balls fly as their true shafts have flown. 


Yeomen, guard your own. 


His soldier-ridden Highness might incline 
To shake Sardinia, Belgium, or the Rhine : 
Shall we stand idle, 
Nor seek to bridle 
His vile aggressions till we stand alone ?>—— 


Make their cause your own ! 


Should he land here, and for one hour prevail, 
There must no man go back to bear the tale: 
No man to bear it,— 
Swear it! We swear it! 
Although we fought the banded world alone, 


We swear to guard our own. 
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My Lords, we heard you speak: you told us all 
That England’s honest censure went too far ; 
That our free press should cease to brawl, 
Not sting the fiery Frenchman into war. 
It was our ancient privilege, my Lords, 


To fling whate’er we felt, not fearing, into words. 


We love not this French God, the child of Hell, 
Wild War, who breaks the converse of the wise ; 
But though we love kind Peace so well, 
We dare not even by silence sanction lies. 
It might be safe our censures to withdraw ; 


And yet, my Lords, not well: there is a higher law. 


Aslong as we remain, we must speak free, 
Though all the storm of Europe on us break ; 
No little German state are we, 
But the one voice in Europe: we must speak ; 
That if to-night our greatness were struck dead, 


There might be left some record of the things we said. 


THE THIRD OF FEBRUARY, 1852. 


If you be fearful, then must we be bold. 
Our Britain cannot salve a tyrant o’er. 
Better the waste Atlantic roll’d 
On her and us and ours for evermore. 
What! have we fought for Freedom from our prime, 


At last to dodge and palter with a public crime ? 


Shall we fear Aim P our own we never fear’d. 

From our first Charles by force we wrung our claims. 
Prick’d by the Papal spur, we rear’d, 

We flung the burthen of the second James. 
I say we never fear’d! and as for these, 


We broke them on the land, we drove them on the 
seas. 


And you, my Lords, you make the people muse 
In doubt if you be of our Barons’ breed— 
Were those your sires who fought at Lewes ? 
Is this the manly strain of Runnymede? 


O fall’n nobility, that overawed, 


Would lisp in honey’d whispers of this monstrous 
fraud ! 
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24 THE THIRD OF FEBRUARY, 18 


We feel, at least, that silence here were sin, 
Not ours the fault 1f we have feeble hosts— 

[f easy patrons of their kin 
Have left the last free race with naked coasts ! 

They knew the precious things they had to guard : 


For us, we will not spare the tyrant one hard word. 


Tho’ niggard throats of Manchester may baw], 
What England was, shall her true sons forget ? 
We are not cotton-spinners all, 
Pee 


But some love England and her honour yet. 


And these in our Thermopylee shall stand, 


HANDS ALL ROUND. 


First drink a health, this solemn night, 
A health to England, every guest 
That man’s the best cosmopolite, 
Who loves his native country best. 
May Freedom’s oak for ever live 
With stronger life from day to day ; 
That man’s the true Conservative 
Who lops the moulder'd branch away. 
Hands all round ! 
God the tyrant’s hope confound ! 
To this great cause of freedom drink, my friends, 


And the great name of England round and 
round. 


A health to Europe’s honest men ! 

Heaven guard them from her tyrants’ jails ! 
From wrong’d Poerio’s noisome den, 

From iron’d limbs and tortured nails ! 
We curse the crimes of southern kings, 

The Russian whips and Austrian rods— 


We, likewise, have our evil things ; 


Too much we make our Ledgers, Gods. 
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HANDS ALL ROUND. 


Yet hands all round ! 
God the tyrant’s cause confound ! 
To Europe’s better health we drink, my friends, 


And the great name of England round and 


round. 


What health to France, if France be she, 
Whom martial prowess only charms ? 
Yet tell her—Better to be free 
Than vanquish all the world in arms. 
Her frantic city’s flashing heats 
But fire, to blast, the hopes of men. 
Why change the titles of your streets ? 
You fools, you’ll want them all again. 
Yet hands all round ! 
God their tyrant’s cause confound ! 


To France, the wiser France, we drink, my 
friends, 


And the great name of England round and 
round. 
Gigantic daughter of the West, 
We drink to thee across the flood, 
We know thee most, we love thee best, 


For art thou not of British blood ? 


Re 


HANDS ALL ROUND. 


Should war’s mad blast again be blown, 
Permit not thou the tyrant powers 
To fight thy mother here alone, 
But let thy broadsides roar with ours. 
Hands all round ! 


God the tyrant’s cause confound ! 


To our great kinsmen of the West, my friends, 


And the great name of England round and 
round. 


O rise, ourstrong Atlantic sons, 
When war against our freedom springs ! 
O speak to Europe through your guns! ‘ | 
They caz be understood by Kings. | 


You must not mix our Queen with those 


Who wish to keep their people fools ; 
Our freedom’s foemen are her foes, 
She comprehends the race she rules. 
Hands all round ! 
God the tyrant’s cause confound ! 
To our dear kinsmen of the West, my friends, 


And the great cause of freedom round and 
round, 


i puvereysa 
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God bless our Prince and Bride ! 


God keep their lands allied, 
God save the Queen ! 
Clothe them with righteousness, 
Crown them with happiness, 
Them with all blessings bless, 


God save the Queen! 


Fair fall this hallow’d hour, 

Farewell our England’s flower, 
God save the Queen. 

Farewell, fair rose of May! 

Let both the peoples say, 

God bless thy marriage-day, 
God bless the Queen ! 


Fanuary, 1858. 


bee 


ODE. 


Uplift a thousand voices full and sweet 
In this wide hall with Earth’s invention stored, 
And praise th’ invisible universal Lord 

Who lets once more in peace the nations meet, 
Where Science, Art, and Labour have outpour’d 


Their myriad horns of plenty at our feet. 


O silent father of our Kings to be, 
Mourn’d in this golden hour of jubilee, 


For this, for all, we weep our thanks to thee! 


The world-compelling plan was thine, 
And, lo! the long laborious miles 
Of Palace ; lo! the giant aisles, 
Rich in model and design ; 
Harvest-tool and husbandry, 
Loom, and wheel, and enginery, 
Secrets of the sullen mine, 

Steel and gold, and corn and wine, 
Fabric rough, or fairy-fine, 

Sunny tokens of the Line, 

Polar marvels, and a feast 


Of wonder, out of West and East, 
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And shapes and hues of Art divine! 

All of beauty, all of use 

That one fair planet can produce, 
Brought from under every star, 

Blown from over every main, 

And mixt, as life is mixt with pain, 
The works of peace with works of war. 

War himself must make alliance 

With rough Labour and tine Science, 


Else ke would but strike in vain. 


And is the goal so far away ? 
Far, how far, no man can say : 


Let us have our dream to day. 


O ye, the wise who think, the wise who reign, 
From growing Commerce loose her latest chain, 
And let the fair white-wing’d peace-maker fly 

To happy havens under all the sky, 

And mix the seasons and the golden hours, 

Till each man find his own in all men’s good, 
And all men work in noble:brotherhood, 
Breaking their mailed fleets and armed towers, 
And ruling by obeying nature’s powers, 

And gathering all the fruits of Peace and crown’d 


with al! her flowers. 
1862, 


TRANS APLONS OF HOMER, 


Hexameters attd Pentameters. 

These lame hexameters the strong- wing’d music of 
Homer ! 

No—but a most burlesque barbarous experiment. 


When was a harsher sound ever heard, ye Muses, in 
England ? 
When did a frog coarser croak upon our Helicon ° 
Hexameters no worse than daring Germany gave us, 
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Barbarous experiment, barbarous hexameters ! 
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HER CHILDREN RISE UPMWAND CALL HER BLESSED. 


Long as the heart beats life within her breast, 


Thy child will bless thee, guardian, mother mild, 


And far away thy memory will be blest 
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By children of the children of thy child. 
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